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generally supposed, that they fight their battles
over again, using matches for brigades. They do
not. They have forgotten.
Things that appear important to you at thirty
must, at eighty, seem like something that happened
to some one else, or like a page that you once read
in a book. I found, in the course of a long and
interesting afternoon, only one old man who remem-
bered his past life in any detail : he wore the
Mutiny ribbon on the breast of his dark blue pea-
jacket.
c Yes, sir, it was April,' he said. 6 X's division
was on our left. I was in the Somersets. Oh, yes,
I'm Somerset, from Bath, but it was a bit too sleepy
for me when I was a young fellow. I got out quick
into the army and I've never been back. . . .
Well, as I was saying, Y's Cavalry Brigade had gone
on in front of us ... we went into action ! We
captured the Rani of Bhang : a tiny woman she
was, no higher than that, sir, and when we captured
her she was riding in a little gold palanquin. The
magistrate said to her : " And now you've got to
suffer," he said, " like you've made others suffer.
Twenty years for you !" he said, and that's what
she got, sir, and serve her right. . . .'
The old man saluted the adjutant and walked
off. They all salute; and so slowly and so
punctiliously. I think they love to salute their
officers : it pulls them back, perhaps, to the bad
old days. Slow old hands coming to the peaks of
caps, grey old heads trying to swing round sharply,
ribbons of forgotten battles on their breasts, and
still miraculously erect, still brass-buttoned, still
polished. . . .
Wonderful old boys.
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